CHAPTER X
THE country west of Singapore from the sixth to the
twenty-fourth milestone belongs to the Rajahs of
Tidatau, They cannot sell it, and they are bound to
look after it- So by two tests at least they are kings.
Their palace or astana is at the city of Tidatau, situ-
ated on a small river some seven miles from Singapore,
Fifty farther away would have been healthier for such
fast livers as the last three Rajahs have turned out
to be. To a good car on the big west road seven miles
is merely time for a yawn.
Quadrupeds take longer to make the journey. A
good camel might compass the distance in less than
an hour, but with an obstinate animal, always anxious
to sit down, the journey would certainly take far
longer. It was verging on noon when a small party
of three, two perspiring men and an irritated camel,
arrived at the last milestone before Tidatau,
The trees and scrub end here, melting into a vast
plain of yellow-green lalang grass at the back of which
the city, gleaming white amid its bower of palms,
spreads out and beckons. Especially does it beckon
at noonday when the brazen sun beats down and gives
to wayfarers that parched feeling that every wayfarer
in the tropics knows. The best hotel, so the guide-
books say, is painted pale pink.
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